Wheels and Butterflies

undiscoverable. Hitherto we have walked the road,
but now we have shut the door and turned up the
lamp* What shall occupy our imagination ? We
must, I think, decide among these three ideas of
national life : that of Swift; that of a great Italian
of his day ; that of modern England* If the
Garrets and the Cellars listen I may throw light
upon the matter, and I hope if all the time I seem
thinking of something else I shall be forgiven. I
must speak of things that come out of the common
consciousness, where every thought is like a bell
with many echoes*

My little play Tie Words upon tie Window-pane
came to me amidst considerations such as these, as
a reward, as a moment of excitement. John O'Leary
read, during an illness, the poems of Thomas Davis,
and though he never thought them good poetry
they shaped his future life, gave him the moral
simplicity that made him so attractive to young
men in his old age, but we can no longer permit
life to be shaped by a personified ideal, we must
serve with all our faculties some actual thing* The
old service was moral, at times lyrical; we dis-
cussed perpetually the character of public men and
never asked were they able and well-informed,
but what would they sacrifice ? How many times
did I hear on the lips of J. K Taylor these words :
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